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UNDER MY WINDOW 
Under my window, under my window. 

All in the Midsummer weather. 
Three little girls with fluttering curls 

Flit to and fro together: — ■ 
There's Bell with her bonnet of satin sheen. 
And Maud with her mantle of silver-green, 

And Kate with her scarlet feather. 

Under my window, under my window. 

Leaning stealthily over. 
Merry and clear, the voice I hear. 

Of each glad-hearted rover. 
Ahl sly little Kate, she steals my roses; 
And Maud and Bell twine wreaths and 
posies, 

As merry as bees In clover. 

Under my window, under my window. 
In the blue Midsummer weather. 

Stealing slow, on a hushed tiptoe, 
I catch them all together: — 

Bell with her bonnet of satin sheen. 

And Maud with her mantle of silver-green. 
And Kate with the scarlet feather. 

Under my window, under my window. 
And off through the orchard closes ; 

White Maud she flouts, and Bell she pouts. 
They scamper and drop their posies; 

But dear little Kate takes naught amiss. 

And leaps in my arms with a loving kiss. 
And I give her all my roses. 

ThamoA Weetwood. 
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THE LAUGHERS 

Mary and Maud have met at the doorl 

Oh, now for a din; 1 told you so: 
They 're laushing at once with sweet, round 
mouths — 

Laughing for what? Does any one know? 

Is it known to the bird in the cage. 

That shrieketh for joy his high top notes 
After a silence so long and grave, 

What started at once those two sweet throats? 

Is it known to the Wind that he takes 
Advantage at once and comes right in? 

Is it known to the cock in the yard 
That crows — the cause of that merry din? 

8 it known to the babe that he shouts? 

Is it known to the old purring cat? 
s it known to the dog, that he barks 

For joy — what Mary and Maud laugh at? 

s it known to themselves? It is not. 

But beware of their great shining eyes; 
For Mary and Maud will soon, 1 swear. 
Find cause to make far merrier cries. 

Wiiliam H. Daviea. 



Jbr Qirls and gladness 



TO VIOLA HER GLEE 

'T IS many a sunny-hearted girl 

Has lit her smile for me, 
With dancing eyes and teeth of pearl 

A-sparkle with her glee; 
And many a merry-vlsaged maid 

Has laughed for me to hear. 
As golden bells on silver braid 
By summer zephyrs gently swayed 

Were tinkling on my ear. 

But Viola has such a lip 

That, when its corners lift. 
Bright blossoms that the brown bees sip 

Across my vision shift; 
And when her laughter rings and chimes 

And twinkles like a star. 
She makes me think of fairer climes. 
Of brighter hours, and happier times 

Than all the girls that are. 

For Viola has pleasant ways. 

Though skies be sad and drear; 
There 's not a cloud so black can daze 

Her simple, radiant cheer; 
When she seems grave she 's merrier 

Than maids who laugh "Ahal" — 
When she is gay naught 's winsomer 
Than the delightful mirth of her 

Who is my Viola I 

John Jarvis Holden. 
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LAUGHING SONG 

When the green woods lau&h with the voice of joy. 
And the dimpling stream runs laughins by; 
Vhen the air does laugh with our merry wit, 
And the green hill laughs with the noise of It; 

When the meadows laugh with lively green, 
And the grasshopper laughs in the merry scene; 
When Mary, and Susan, and Emily 
With their sweet round mouths sing, "Ha, ha, he!" 

When the painted birds laugh in the shade, 
Where our table with cherries and nuts isspread : 
Come live, and be merry, and join with me, 
To sing the sweet chorus of "Ha, ha, he I" 

TTitliam Blake. 

FAIRYLAND 

As we went down to Fairyland 
We plucked the purple heather, 

And all its little tinkling bells 
Sang, "Happy be together!" 

As we went down to Fairyland 

We walked through meadows green, 

And the little daisies bowed to us. 
And hailed us king and queen. 

As we went down to Fairyland 
We heard the sunbeams singing: 
"We weave you robes of rainbows, bright 
As the love your hearts are bringing." 



( ; Qirls andQladt\esSl 



As we went down to Fairyland 
Men's voices cslled from afar; 
"Poor fools, they walk in golden mists, 
Nor know what fools they arel'* 

Yet we went on to Fairyland 

And found such blissful firceting 

We longed to stay for ever there, 
But ah! its ]oys were fleetingl 

As we came out of Fairyland, 

As many have come before; 
And the heather-bells and sunbeams sang 

Their songs to us no more. 

But as we left sweet Fairyland 
We heard an old man say: 
"Though fools may enter Fairyland) 
Only the wise may stay." 

Awnit Colbwne-Veel. 

THE GRACIOUS WOOD NYMPH 

A little satyr, brown and bare. 
With oak-leaves in his tangled hair, 
Perched in the hollow of a tree 
And played his pipes right merrily. 

Down from a secret nest above 
A whisper came, a flower of love, 
"If you would kiss me, dear, you may" — 
The silly satyr ran awayl 

Charlet Dtdmon. 
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PRAISE GOD FOR GIRLSI 

Girls are t\»A — most sirls are slad — 

Thank God for this 1 
1 think the world would all go mad 
So worn its heart, and soul so sad| 

Lacked girls their bliss. 

Girls know Joy — most girls know joy — 

Praise God for thisi 
Think, did we lack the bright alloy 
Of laughing girls in our annoy. 

What did we miss I 

CUrls can smile — most girls can smile. 

Sweet as a kiss; 
Their hearts are light a little while 
To lighten ours — all girls can smile — 

Bless God for thisl 

Christopher Bannister, 



A CHILD'S LAUGHTER 

All the bells of heaven may ring, 
All the birds of heaven may sing, 
All the wells on earth may spring. 
All the winds on earth may bring 

All sweet sounds together; 
Sweeter far than all things heard, 
Hand of harper, tone of bird, 
Sounds of woods at sundawn stirred, 
Welling water's winsome word. 

Wind in warm wan weather. 
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One thins y^t there is, that none 
Hearing ere its chime be done 
Knows not well the sweetest one 
Heard of man beneath the sun, 

Hop^d in heaven hereafter; 
Soft and strong and loud and light. 
Very sound of very light 
Heard from morning's rosiest height. 
When the soul of all delight 

Fills a child's clear laughter. 

Golden bells of welcome rolled 
Never forth such notes, nor told 
Hours so blithe in tones so bold. 
As the radiant mouth of gold 

Here that rings forth heaven* 
If the golden-crested wren 
Were a nightingale — why, then 
Something seen and heard of men 
Might be half as sweet as when 

Laughs a child of szszxi. 

Algernon Charles Swinburne. 

The maid 1 love ne'er thought of me 

Amid the scenes of gaiety; 

But when her heart or mine sank low. 

Ah then it was no longer so* 

From the slant palm she rais'd her head, 

And kist the cheek whence youth had fled. 

Angels 1 some future day for this, 

Give her as sweet and pure a kiss. 

WdUer Savage Landar. 
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SALLY IN OUR ALLEY 

Of all the gii'ls that are so smart 

There 's none like pretty Sally; 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 
There is no lady in the land 

Is half so sweet as Sally; 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And she lives in our alley. 

Her father he makes cabbage-nets. 

And through the streets does cry 'em; 
Her mother she sells laces long 

To such as please to buy 'em: 
But sure such folks could ne'er beget 

So sweet a girl as Sallyl 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 

When she is by, I leave my work, 

1 love her so sincerely; 
My master comes like any Turk, 

And bangs me most severely: 
But let him bang his bellyful, 

1 '11 bear it all for Sally; 
She is the darling of ray heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 

Of all the days that 's the week 
I dearly love but one day — 

And that 's the day that comes between 
A Saturday and Monday; 
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For then 1 'm dressed in all my best 

To walk abroad with Sally; 
She is the darllns of my heart 

And she lives in our alley. 

!S me to church. 

I blamed 

Kim in the lurch 

t is named; 

h in sermon-time 

f to Sally; 

1 of my heart, 

n our alley. 

comes about asain. 

have money; 

ind box it all, 

ny honey: 

En thousand pound, 

:o Sally; 

[ of my heart, 

n our alley. 

he neiehbors all 

me and Sally, 

I 'd better be 

tv a galley; 

en years are out, 

rry Sally; 

I, and then wc '11 bed- 

slley I 

ffenry Ca.re%. 
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WHEN ONE GIRL LAUGHS 

When one girl laughs, the prettiest dimples grow 
Upon her cheeks, and rippling rillets flow 
From her red lips to prove the prettiest mirth. 
And lips are parted for those pearls, whose 

worth 
Sultan and Shah do not so much as know; 
And all about the tenderest roses blow. 
The loveliest blossoms mortals see below; 
Methinks all rosf s there must have their Mrth 
When one gtrl laughs. 

And, more than this, the day begins to glow, 

The birds to sing, and radiant Dawn to strow 

Her garland over all the gladdened earth — 

Bloomed e'er such Joy within such tiny girth? 

For surely Heaven no merrier sight can show 

When one girl laughs 1 

Joihn Jarvia Holden. 

CHRYSEIS ON THE SANDS 
Ages ago Chryseis, lovely maiden. 

Went from the sacred ship that bore her home. 
Left it to all the fates wherewith 't was laden. 
Walking four timid steps to welcome earth. 
Then at the fifth, light as Idalian foam, 
Running ashore, brimful of tender mirth. 
Ages ago. 

Ages ago a father sad and stricken. 

Wailing a daughter ravished from his eyes. 
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Mourned by the beach. Hia ancient pulsea 
quicken I 
Lovely Chryseis comes from out the ship 
Slowly, until his reverened form she spies. 
Then to hi m hastily, glad, with trembling lip, 
Ages ago. 

Ages ago old Chryses clasped his daughter, 

Happy that she was his and not the King's. 

Smiling through tears beside that Asian water 

Lovely Chryseis, home at last, still stands. 

Many another bard some maiden sings — 

Dearer to me Chryseis on the sands, 

Ages ago. 

ITaUoce Rite, 

FLORA 

This is the face of Flora; come and lookl 
Her w}ld fawn eyes are gazing into thine; 
Her hair falls o'er her temples silken fine 
And round her neck; within its skeins are shook 

The blossoms of the spring which at one strook 
She oped and filled their eyes with dewy wine 
And thus her gazing makes my spirit pine 
For what it fancied by a little brook. 

Once when the spring rose from the winter's trance. 
Yet slept as when the green buds first appear, 
And new leave start half shy between the leaves. 

Stretched in a wood, I saw this wild nymph peer 
With dreamy eyes at me, and that same glance. 
Bred a sweet pain which Spring for e'er revives. 
£d|/ar Le« Masters. 
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BLITHE WAS SHE 

Blithe, blithe, and merry was she. 
Blithe waa she but and ben: 

Blithe by the banks of Earn, 
And blithe in Glcnturit slen. 

By Auchtertyre grows the aik. 

On Yarrow banks the birken shaw; 

But Phemie was a bonnier lass 
Than braes o' Yarrow ever saw. 

Her looks were like a flower in May, 
Her smile was like a simmer morn; 

She tripped by the banks of Earn, 
As lifiht *s a bird upon a thorn. 

Her bonny Face it was as meek 

As ony lamb *s upon a lea; 
The evening sun was ne'er sae sweet 

As was the blink o' Phemie's e'e. 

The Highland hills I 'vc wander'd wide. 
And o'er the Lowlands I hae been; 

But Phemie was the blithest lass 
That ever trod the dewy ai'een. 

Roheri Burns. 



ANNIE LAURIE 

Maxwelton's braes are bonnie. 
Where early fa's the dew, 

And it *a there that Annie Laurie 
Gie'd me her promise true — 
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Gle'd me her promise true. 
Which ne'er forgot will be; 
And for bonnie Annie Laurie 
1 'd lay me doun and dee. 

Her brow Is like the snawdrift, 

Her neck is like the swan. 
Her face it is the fairest 

That e'er the sun shone on — 
That e'er the sun shone on. 

And dark blue is her e'e; 
And for bonnie Annie Laurie 

1 'd lay me doun and dee. 

Like dew on the gowan lyins. 

Is the fa* o* her fairy feet; 
And like winds in summer sishing. 

Her voice is low and sweet — 
Her voice is low and sweet. 

And she 's a' the world to me; 
And for bonnie Annie Laurie 

1 'd lay me doun and dee. 

Lady John Scott. 

'Twixt a smile and a sigh 
The girls come and go; 
They laugh — or they cry — 
'Twixt a smile and a sigh — 
And they never tell why; 

This is all that we know: 
'Twixt a smile and a sigh 
The girls come and go. 

John Jarvis Holden. 
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SYLVIA IN THE SPRINGTIME 

Voice of the youth of the year, 
Wren song and thrush song and cuckoo note clear I 
Melody's core, the articulate soul of the Spring: 
Oh, to hear Sylvia singl 

Flower of the youth of the year, 

Bell of the hyacinth, daffodil spearl 

Day dream of beauty and veriest vision of grace: 

Oh, to see Sylvia's face I 

Clinton Scollard. 



THE CARLO W MAID 

In Carlow town there lived a maid. 

More sweet than flowers at daybreak; 
Their vows contending lovers paid. 
But none of marriage dared speak; 
Still with a sigh, 
»T was "Oil diel 
Each day my passion 's stronger/' 
When sprightly Nancy then did say, 
^^You '11 die, dear sir, the Irish way, 
To live a little longer*' 



>» 



At length, grown jealous, Venus cries, 

"This pride 's beyond all bearing," 
And quickly sent Mars from the skies. 
In form of Captain Dcaring; 
Then, with a sigh, 
»T was "Ol I die." 
The god found passion stronger. 
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As sprightly Nancy then did say, 
^^You '11 die, dear sir, the Irish way. 
To live a little longer." 

Like hero bold, well armed, he pressed, 

And quickly saw by Nancy, 
The snow was thawed within her breast; 
The soldier caught her fancy; 
With downcast eye 
She heaved a sigh. 
She found her passion stronger. 
And sprightly Nancy then did say, 
^^1 Ml die, 1 '11 die, myself, the Irish way. 
To live a Httlc longer!" 

Anonymotts, 



ONCE IN A WHILE 

Once in a while the skies seem blue. 
The way grows pleasant for a mile; 
Fair blossoms spring where no flowers grew — 
Once in a while. 

We leave the road and mount the stile, 
And hear the throstles anew — 
An anthem in a vaulted aisle. 

Grief loses somewhat of its hue. 

Tired, tear-worn eyes look up and smile. 
When God's sweet sunshine stealeth through. 
Once in a while. 

W. Francis Chambers. 
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TEARS AND LAUGHTER 

When Eve was but a little wench all ^esh from 

Adam's side. 
It puzzled him because she laughed -—and more 

because she cried. ^ 

She was a gleeful, gladsome thing and summer- 
sweet her smile. 

And yet, because she was so glad, she wept 
betimes a while. 

Though winsome maidens sigh for joy until their 

soft tears flow, 
Their smiles and laughter are sincere — as 

Adam came to know. 
He realized the merry heart that Eve's bright 

bosom bears. 
And sighed himself a while apart at thought of 
heavier cares. 

We learn it each as Adam learned, and patient 

watch must keep 
For that delightfullest of smiles, that btirsts while 

maidens weep. 

So shines the rainbow In the sky, half rain and 

half the sun. 
To signify the storm has gone and pleasant 

weather won. 

Such gladness outwdghs every grief: one rill 
of rippling mirth 
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From girlish lips with joy a start is worth all woes 
of earth. 

For if there be a heavy sin that man must bear, 

't is when 
A maiden srieves and, wicked, he holds her from 

joy again. 

Be sure, if Eve in Paradise shed little pretty tears. 
She smiled the more to laugh away both hers 
and Adam's fears. 

Be sure, moreover, this is true: That merry 

maidens' eyes 
From Mother Eve learned all man knows on 

earth of Paradise. 

OXiver Marble. 



SONG ON MAY MORNING 

Now the bright morning star, day's harbinger. 
Comes dancing from the East, and leads with her 
The flow'ry May, who from her green lap throws 
The yellow cowslip, and the pale primrose. 
Hail bounteous May! that dost inspire 
Mirth, and youth, and warm desire; 
^oods and groves are thy dressing, 
Hill and dale doth boast thy blessing. 
Thus we salute thee with our early song. 
And welcome thee and wish thee long. 

John Milton, 
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THE IRISH SPINNING WHEEL 

Show me a sight 

Bates For deliaht 
An ould Irish wheel wid a young Irish girl at it. 

Oh nol 

Nothin' you '11 show 
Aquals her stttin' an' takin' a twirl at it. 

Look at her there — 

Night in her hair, 
The blue ray of day from her eye laughin' out 
on us I 

Faix, an* a foot 

Perfect of cut, 
Peepin' to put an end to all doubt in us. 

Seel the lamb's wool 

Turns coarse an' dull 
By them soft, beautiful weeshy white hands of her. 

Down goes her heel, 

Roun' runs the wheel, 
PuGrin' wid pleasure to take the commands 

Talk of Three Fates 

Seated on sates, 
Splnnin' an' shearin' away till they 've done 

You may want three 

For your massacree. 
But one Fate for me, boys — an' only the oni 

And is n't that fate 

Pictured complate — 

An ould Irish wheel wid a young Irish gii 
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Nothin' you '11 show 
Aquals her sittin' an' takin' a twirl at It. 

Alfred Perdval Graves. 



MARY OF ARGYLE 

1 have heard the mavis sinsing 

His love song to the morn, 
I have seen the dewdrop clinging 

To the rose just newly born; 
But a sweeter song has cheered me 

At the evening's gentle close, 
And 1 've seen an eye still brighter 

Then the dewdrop on the rose; 
*T was thy voice, my gentle Mary, 

And thine artless winning smile. 
That made this world an Eden, 

Bonny Mary of Argyle* 

Though thy voice may lose its sweetness. 

And thine eye its brightness too. 
Though thy step may lack its fleetness. 

And thy hair its sunny hue. 
Still to me thou wilt be dearer 

Than all the world shall own; 
] have loved thee for thy beauty. 

But not for that alone; 
1 have watched thy heart, dear Mary, 

And its goodness was the wile 
That has made thee mine for ever. 

Bonny Mary of Argyle* 

Anonymov^. 
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YOUTH, LOVE, AND AGE 

When Youth and Love go hand In hand 

Down primrose paths of Pleasure, 
And seek beneath the bow of Hope 

For pots of buried treasure. 
Age smiles — the treasure that they seek 

Already each possessing — 
For Youth, in love, and Love, in youth, 

Have each, in each, the blessing. 

William Jukes Steward. 



JESSIE, THE FLOWER O' DUNBLANE 

The' sun has gane down o'er the lofty Benlomond, 

And left the red clouds to preside o'er the scene. 
While lanely 1 stray, in the calm simmer gloamin' 

To muse on sweet Jessie, the Bower o' Dunblane. 
How sweet is the brier wi' its saft faulding blossom. 

And sweet Is the birk wi' its mantle o' green; 
Yet sweeter and fairer, and dear to this bosom. 

Is lovely young Jessie, the flower o' Dunblane. 

She 's modest as ony, and blithe as she 's bonny. 

For guiless simplicity marks her its ain; 
And far be the villain, divested of feeling, 

Wha'd blight in its bloom the sweet flower o' 
Dunblane, 
Sing on,^thou sweet mavis; thy hymn to the c'ening, — 

Thou 'rt dear to the echoes of Calderwood glen; 
Sae dear to this bosom, sae artless and winning. 

Is charming young Jessie, the flower o' Dunblane. 
John TannahiU. 
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MY LADY OF DAWN 

She pattered down the sarden walk 
And hummed an ancient ballad; 

She paused, and sighed, and plucked a stalk 
Of lettuce for a salad. 

My Lady rises with the day, 

The Morning runs to greet her; 
But vexed Diana flies away — 

The Maid is so much swectcrl 
Down flowered paths My Lady trips 

On trimmest feet and slender. 
Her gown held up by finger-tips 

Like roses, pink and tender. 

She lifts her skirt so prettily 

And shows such ankles, truly, 
] long to comment wittily 

And praise perhaps unduly. 
With laughter in her wooing voice 

She sings, and all around her 
The song birds of the Dawn rejoice 

Because, at last, they *ve found her. 

Where'er she treads the grasses bow 

Devotedly before her 
With gifts of jewelled dew — 1 trow 

She has one more adorer I 
The blossoms are old-fashioned, yes. 

And she the rarest of them. 
She plucks them, and — 1 must confess — 

Because they *re hers 1 love them. 

fiav ClaT\i6 Hose. 
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ALICE RAY 

The birds their love-notes warble 

Amons the blossomed trees; 
The Bowers are sighing forth their sweets 

To wooing honey-bees; 
The glad brook o'er pebbly floor 

Goes dancing on its way, — 
But not a thing is so like spring 

As happy Alice Ray. 

An only child was Alice, 

And, like the blest above, 
The gentle maid had ever breathed 

An atmosphere oFlove; 
Her father's smile like sunshine came. 

Like dew her mother's kiss; 
Their love and goodness made lier home, 

Like heaven, the place of bliss. 

Beneath such tender training 

The joyous child had sprung. 
Like one bright flower, in wildwood bower, 

And gladness round her flung; 
And all who met her blessed her, 

And turned again to pray 
That grief and care might ever spare 

The happy Alice Ray. 

The gift that made her charming 

Was not from Venus caught; 
Nor was it, Pallas-like, derived 

From majesty of thought; 
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Her healthful cheek was tinged with brown. 

Her hair without a curl — 
But then her eyes were love-Mt stars. 

Her teeth as pure as pearK 

And when in merry laughter 

Her sweety clear voice was heard. 

It welled from out her happy heart 
Like carol of a bird; 

And all who heard were moved to smiles. 
As at some mirthful lay, 

And to the stranger's look replied, 
" 'T is that dear Alice Ray." 

Her world was ever joyous — 

She thought of grief and pain 
As giants in the olden time, 

That ne'er would come again; 
The seasons all had charms for her, 

She welcomed each with joy, — 
The charm that in her spirit lived 

No changes could destroy. 

The ruffling bird of Juno, and 

The wren in the old wall, 
Each knew her loving carefulness, 

And came at her soft call. 
Her love made all things lovely. 

For in the heart must live 
The feeling that imparts the charm, — 

We gain by what we give. 

Sarah Josepha Hale. 
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NORA ASTHORE 

Eyes with the grey of a long rainy day in them, 
Eyes with the blue of a noontide of May in them, 

Sunlight, and shadow, and mists flying low; 
Brows that are luminous, temples all lyrical. 
Framed in dim tresses of midnight and miracle. 

Night-clouds, and moonlight, and shades on the 



Voice with the rill of deep passion athrill in it, 
Voice with the laughter of Apirl a-s[rill in it, 

Birds in the twilight, a madrigal born; 
Cheeks with June roses to see, and then miss in 

them, 
Sweeter than lilies — what places to kiss in them I 

Snowdrift, and stillness, and quivering morn. 

Nora Asthore, every hour I see more in you, 
Moretolove, more to bless, more to adore in you. 

Goodness and grace and the charm of the fay. 
Take, may it please you, the part orthe wholeoFme, 
Nora Asthore, yours the heart and the soul of me. 

Star of my dawn and bright dream of my dayl 

'Wallace Rice. 



THE LOW-BACKED CAR 

When first ] saw sweet Peggy, 

'T was on a market day, 
A low-backed car she drove, and sat 

Upon a truss of hay; 
But when that hay was blooming grass 
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And decked with flowers of spring. 
No flower was there that could compare 

With the blooming girl 1 sing* • 
As she sat in the low-backed car. 
The man at the turnpike bar 

Never asked for the toll, 

But just rubbed his old poll 
And looked after the low-backed car. 

]n battle's wild commotion 

The proud and mighty Mars, 
With hostile scythes, demands his tithes 

Of death — in warlike cars; 
While Peggy, peaceful goddess, 

Has darts in her bright eye 
That knock men down in the market town, 

As right and left they fly; 
While she sits in her low-backed car. 
Than battle more dangerous far. 

For the doctor's art 

Cannot cure the heart 
That is hit from that low-backed car. 

Samvsl Lover. 



1 had been feeling blue 

With the world at me snarling. 
When, as if Laura knew 
] had been feeling blue. 
As she went by, she threw 

A kiss to me — the darlingi 
] had been feeling blue — 

With the world at me snarling. 

John Jarvis Holden. 
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SCHOENE ROTHRAUT 

Take as gold this old tradition 
Of the royal-rendered wage. 

Guerdon of love's mad ambition 
In the true heart of a page. 

He, his passion vainly hiding. 

Worn and pale with hopeless pain. 

Through the summer woods was riding 
Close beside his mistress' rein. 

"Why so sad, my page?" and turning, 
Gazed she straight into his eyes. 

" 'T is thy thought my bosom burning 
With a flame that never dies." 

Flushed she then, but answered, "Carest 
Thou to feed the flame 1 bring? 

Look me full, and if thou darest, 
Kiss the daughter of the king." 

Stark he stood, all wonders mingling, 
Then from heart to finger-tips 

Rushed the heated life-blood tingling 
As he seized upon her lips. 

Crushing new-born awe with laughter. 
Said she, "Thus must end thy pain; 

See thou never more hereafter 
Lookest for like grace again." 

Spake he glad: "Each leaf that glitters 
In the stin thy gift hath seen; 
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Every bird that sings and twitters 
Knoweth where my lips have been. 

"And the winds from dawn to vesper. 
Blow they north or blow they south 
Softly in my ear shall whisper, 
'Thou hast kissed Schoene Rothraut's mouth,' 

"Every floweret of the meadow. 
Every bird upon the tree. 
In life's sunshine or its shadow. 
Shall bring back my joy to me." 

John Ari\ur Goodckild. 

DANCING LIGHT 
Each dance we tread. 

As a pearl it slips 
From a broken thread; 

And my lady trips 
Through the spinning maze 

As the thistle-down 
Through the mellow days 

When the hills are birown. 

For each dance we tread 

The night grows old; 
For each rose that is dead 

Let another unfold; 
And for us the night 

With the spangled skies — 
And the dancing light 

In my lady's eyes! 

Thomaa Wood Steveru. 
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THE GIRL I LEFT BEHIND ME 

The dames of France are fond and free. 

And Flemish lips are willing, 
And soft the maids of Italy, 

And Spanish eyes are thrilHns; 
Still though 1 bask beneath their smile. 

Their charms still fail to bind me — 
My heart falls back to Erin's Isle, 

To the girl 1 left behind me. 

For she 's as fair as Shannon's side, 

And purer than its water, 
But she refused to be my bride 

Though many a year 1 sought her; 
Yet since to France 1 sailed away 

Her letters oft remind me 
] promised never to gainsay 

The girl 1 left behind me. 

She says: "My own dear love, come home; 

My friends are rich and many; 
Or else abroad with you I 'II roam, 

A soldier stout as any; 
If you '11 not come, nor let me go, 

1 '11 think you have resigned me" — 
My heart nigh broke to answer No 

To the gli^l 1 l^ft behind me. 

For never shall my true love brave 

A life of war and toiling; 
And never as a skulking slave 

J Ml tread my native soil on; 
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But were it free or to be freed. 
The battle's close would find me 

To Ireland bounds nor message need 
From the g\x\ 1 left behind me. 

Anonymous. 

A TRIO IN SPRING 

The heart of a g\x\ Is the heart of a bird 
That sings on a blossoming apple tree 
When the call of April to cheer is heard; 

For the very soul of her Is stirred. 

As the sweet bird's Is, to melody: 
The heart of a girl is the heart of a bird. 

She sings till her eyes with joy are blurred, 

'Neath the tree so pink and blossomy. 
When the call of April to cheer is heard; 

And the bird sings back, not a note is slurred; 

For he knows full well — as well as she — 
The heart of a girl Is the heart of a bird; 

While the apple tree makes the loveliest third 

In that lavish and ravishing harmony 
When the call of April to cheer is heard; 

And cheer Is the only singing word 

In their pretty burst of vernal glee; 
The heart of a girl is the heart of a bird 
When the call of April to cheer is heard. 

John Jarvis Holden. 
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FAIR INES 

O saw ye not fair Ines? 

She 's gone into the West, 
To dazzle wlien the sun is down. 

And rob the world of rest: 
She took our daylight with her, 

The smiles that we love best. 
With morning blushes on her cheek. 

And pearls upon her breast. 

O turn again, fair Ines, 

Before the fall of night, 
For fear the moon should shine alone. 

And stars unrivalled bright; 
And blessed will the lover be 

That walks beneath their light. 
And breathes the love against thy cheek 

I dare not even write. 

Would 1 had been, fair Ines, 

That gallant cavalier, 
Who rode so gayly by thy side. 

And whispered thee so ncarl — 
Were there no bonny dames at home 

Or no true lovers here, 
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And gentle youth and maiden gay. 
And snowy plumes they wote; — 

It would have been a beauteous dream — 
If it had been no more. 

Alas, alas, fair Ines, 

She went away with song, 
With music waiting on her steps. 

And shoutings of the throng; 
But some were sad, and felt no mirth. 

But only Music's wrong, 
In sounds that sang Farewell, Farewell, 

To her you *ve loved so long. 

Farewell, farewell, fair InesI 

That vessel never bore 
So fair a lady on Its deck. 

Nor danced so light before; 
Alas for pleasure on the seal 

And sorrow on the shorel 
The smile that blest one lover's heart 

Has broken many morel 

Thomas Hood. 



Harkl hark 1 the lark at heaven's gate sing 

And Phoebus 'gins arise, 
His steeds to water at those springs 

On chalic'd flowers that lies; 
And winking Mary-buds begin 

To ope their golden eyes; 
With everything that pretty is 

My lady sweet, arise. 

William Shakespeare. 
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EILEEN AROON 

When, like the early rose, 

Eileen Aroonl 
Beauty in childhood blows, 

■ Eileen Aroonl 
When, like a diadem. 
Buds blush around the stem, 
Which is the fairest gem? 

Eileen Aroonl 

Is it the laughing eye, 

Eileen Aroon 

Is it the timid sigh, 

Eileen Aroon 

Is it the tender tone. 

Soft as the stringed harp s moan( 

Ohl it is truth alone, 

Eileen Aroonl 

When, like the rising day, 

Eileen Aroonl 
Love sends his early ray, 

Eileen Aroonl 
What makes his dawning glow. 
Changeless through joy or woef 
Only the constant know — 

Eileen Aroon! 

1 know a valley fair, 

Eileen Aroonl 

1 knew a. cottage there, 

Eileen Aroonl 
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Far in that valley's shade 
I knew a gentle maid, 
Flower of a hazel glade, 

Eileen AroonI 

Who in the song so sweet? 
_.,^ Eileen Aroon] 

Who in the dance so fleet? 
_ Eileen AroonI 

Dear were her charms to me. 
Dearer her laughter free, 
Dearest her constancy, 

Eileen AroonI 

Were she no longer true, 
_.,, Eileen AroonI 

What should her lover do? 
_, ^ Eileen AroonI 

riy with his broken chain 
Par o'er the sounding main, 
Never to love again, 

Eileen AroonI 

Youth must with tiiiie decay, 

Eileen AroonI 
Beauty must fade away, 

Eileen AroonI 
Castles are sacked in war. 
Chieftains are scattered far. 
Truth is a fixed star, 

Eileen AroonI 
Gerald Griffin. 
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MAIDENHOOD 

Her eyes arc violet, 

Not blue nor grey; 
And oft with tears are wet 

Of sad dismay: 

A talc of faithful knishts, 

Or ode of Keats — 
And little soulful flights 

To garden seats. 

The nature of the fawn, 

Or of the dove, 
Uke pole to pole she 's drawn 

To quiet love. 

So doth she all her days. 

In muslins dight; 
Her soft and gentle ways 

A pure delight. 

YraniAi Brooks. 

A CERTAIN YOUNG LADY 
There 's a certain young lady 
Who 's just in her heyday, 

And full of all mischief, 1 ween; 
So teasingi so pleasing! 
Capricious, delicious! 

And you know very well whom J mean. 

With an eye as dark as night, 
Yet than noonday more bright. 
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Was ever a black eye so keen? 
It can thrill with a glance. 
With a beam can entrance. 

And you know very well whom 1 mean. 

With a stately step — such as 
You 'd expect in a duchess — 

And a brow might distinguish a queen. 
With a mighty proud air 
That says ^'touch me who dare I'' 

And you know very well whom 1 mean. 

With a toss of her head 
That strikes one quite dead. 

But a smile to revive one again; 
That toss so appalling I 
That smile so enthralling I 

And you know very well whom 1 mean. 

Confound herl devil take her I 
A cruel heart-breaker — 

But hold! see that smile so serene. 
God love herl God bless herl 
May nothing distress herl 

And you know very well whom 1 mean. 

Heaven help the adorer 
Who happens to bore her. 

The lover who wakens her spleen; 
But too blest for a sinner 
Is he who shall win her. 

And you know very well whom 1 mean. 

Washington Irving. 
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GLADSOME GIRLS 

Ye gladsome girls^ what ripidinf rilU 
Though ferny dells its raptures fill^ 

Makes dulcet melody like yours? 

What floweret that the bee immures* 
What moonlit Illy, dafFodll, 
Or e'en the rose whose scents distil 
When sunshine slants on some June hill. 

Has half the tempting of your lures. 
Ye gladsome girls? 

In soothy through life, despite the 111 
Great gods grind slow from mill on mill, 
Heaped high with woes each year matures 
One memory wholly dear endures — 
And this your virgin voices thrill. 
Ye gladsome girls 1 

OMver Marble, 



ROSALIND 

Rosalind has come to townl 
All the street 's a meadow, 

Balconies are beeches brown 
With a drowsy shadow. 

And the long-drawn window panes 

Are the foliage of her lanes. 

Rosalind about me brings 
Sunny brooks that quiver 

Unto palpitating wings 
Ere they kiss the river, 
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And her eyes are trusting birds 
That do nestle without words. 

Rosalind! to me you bear 

Memories of a meeting 
When the love-star smote the air 

With a pulse's beating: 
Does your spirit love to pace 
In the temple of that place? 

Hubert Church. 



LAURA 

Rose-cheeked Laura^ come; 
Sing thou smoothly with thy beauty's 
Silent music, either other 
Sweetly gracing. 

Lovely forms do flow 
From concent divinely framed; 
Heaven is music, and thy beauty's 
Birth is heavenly* 

These dull notes we sing 
Discords need for helps to grace them; 
Only beauty purely loving 
Knows no discord. 

But still moves delight. 
Like clear springs renewed by flowing. 
Ever perfect, ever in them- 
Selves eternal. 

Thomas Campion. 
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ROSE ADAIR 

'T was in green-leafy springtime, 

When the birds on every tree 
Were breakin' all tlieir little hearts 

In a merry melody; 
An' the young buds hung like tassels. 

An' flowers grew everywhere — . 
'T was in green-leafy springtime 
1 met sweet Rose Adair 1 

O Rose Adairl O Rose Adairl 

You are the radiant sun. 
The blossomed trees, an' scented breeze, 
An' song-birds all in one. 

1 met her sowin* mushrooms 

With her white feet in the grass; 
*T was eve — but mornin' in the smile 

Of my sweet cailln deas; 
An' 1 kissed her — oh, so secretly 

That not a one should know — 
But the rouguish stars they winked above. 

An* the daisies smiled below. 

The Father in confession. Rose, 

Won't count that love a sin 
That with a kiss taps at the heart 

An' lets an angel in; 
'T was so love entered into mine 

An' made his dwellin* there — 
If that 's a sin, the Lord forgive 

Your beauty, Rose Adairl 
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If springtime never came at all 

To chase the winter's frown, 
Her smile would coax the flowers up 

An' charm the sunshine down; 
There 's not a perfumed breeze that blows. 

Or bird that charms the air. 
But stole its sweetness from the lips 

Of lovely Rose Adair. 

The leaves will fall in autumn. 

An' the flowers all come to grief. 
But the green love in my heart of hearts 

Will never shed a leafl 
For the sunshine of your bonny eyes 

Will keep it green and fair, 
An' your breath will be its breeze-o' spring. 

Oh, lovely Rose Adair* 

Malachy Ryan, 



DAY OF HAPPINESS 

O day of Happiness I O blissful hour I 

She comes across the field whom all men bless. 
Behind her buds of gladness spring and flower^ 

O Day of Happiness I 

Lightly she moves, and hardly seems to press 
The solid earth, yet with her joy and power 

Flow free to lift the lowly in distress. 
And she is mine: she leaves her maiden bower 

For me, O wonder I Little winds caress 
And kiss her curling hair; O blissful hour, 
O Day of Happiness! 

Mary E. Richmond. 
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THE BLUE-BIRD 

Sunshine, the bird, and the bended boush, 
Hushed and afar are life's troubles now 
When here 1 may feel the flying feet, 
The throb oF the bird's heart flutter sweet. 
And all the unforgotten bliss 
That thrills her, when she sings like this, 
Upon yon bended bough. 

Oh to cling for a wild mad moment of bliss 
To a bended bough with a lover's kiss. 
To stay for an instant the flying feet, 
To know the pain of a joy complete. 
To waken Memory, to thrill anew 
At the ghost-spray's touch, O bird of blue. 
How 1 envy youl 

Marion Thornton Egbert. 

THE BEGGAR MAID 

Her arms across her breast she laid; 

She was more fair than words can say: 
Barefooted came the beggar maid 

Before the king Cophetua. 
In robe and crown the king stept down, 

"Iti 
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One her dark hair and lovesome mien. 
So sweet a face, such angel grace^ 
In all that land had never been: 
Cophetua sware a ro)ral oath : 
*'This beggar maid shall be my queen T' 

Alfred Lord Tennyson. 

RUTH 

She stood breast high amid the corn^ 
Clasped by the golden light of morn^ 
Like the sweetheart of the sun^ 
Who many a glowing kiss had won. 

On her cheek an autumn flush. 
Deeply ripened; — such a blush 
In the midst of brown was born. 
Like red poppies grown with corn* 

Round her eyes her tresses fell. 
Which were blackest none could tell. 
But long lashes veiled a light. 
That had else been all too bright. 

And her hat, with shady brim. 
Made her tressy forehead dim; 
Thus she stood amid the stooks. 
Praising God with sweetest looks: 

Sure, 1 said, heaven did not mean. 
Where 1 reap thou shouldst but glean. 
Lay thy sheaf adown and come, 
Share my harvest and my home. 

Thomas Hood. 
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THE SAGE OF SEVENTEEN 

Little have you to learn from me, 

sage of seventeen 1 
Wiser 1 will not boast to be, 

1 cannot to have been. 

Go, rather place your hand in hers 

Who acts a mother's part. 
And who to all your charms prefers 

Your pure and grateful heart. 

Slowly you 'II draw it back again 
When Love demands his day; 

Pleasure will hardly conquer Pain 
To carry you away. 

Waiier Savage Landor. 

\ 
A BALLADE OF PING-PONG 

She wears a rosebud in her hair 
To mock me as it tosses free; 

Were 1 more wise or she less fair 
I know that 1 should never be 
A victim to such witchery; 

For at her wiles and lovely arts 
1 'm forced to laugh with her, while she 

Plays ping-pong with my heart of hearts. 

The play 's the thing: 1 wonder where 
What courtier with what courtesy 

First played it with what lady rare 
To music of what minstrelsy? 
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] wonder did he seem to see 

Such eyesy wherein a sunbeam starts. 
And did he love (as 1) while she 

Played ping-pong with his heart of hearts? 

For battledore they called it, there 
In courts of gilded gallantry. 

No lover ever lived to dare 
To doubt its airy potency; 
But now that all the majesty 

Of those dead emperors departs, 
] dream that she, in memory. 

Plays ping-pong with my heart of hearts. 

Envoy 

Ah, maiden, 1 must sail a sea 

Whereof there are no maps or charts ; 

Wilt thou sail too, and there with me 
Play ping-pong with my heart of hearts? 

Alden Noble. 



SONG FROM "PJPPA PASSES" 

The year *s at the spring. 
And day *s at the morn; 
Morning *s at seven; 
The hill-side ^s dew-pearled; 
The lark 's on the wing; 
The snail ^s on the thorn; 
God 's in his heaven — 
All 's right with the world. 

Robert Browning. 
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THE OLD PLAID SHAWL 

Not far from old Kinvara, in the merry month 

of May, 
When birds were singing cheerily, there came 

across my way. 
As if from out the sky above an angel chanced 

to fall, 
A little Irish colleen in an old plaid shawl. 

She tripped along right joyously, a basket on 

her arm; 
And O her facel and O her gracel the soul of 

saint would charm; 
Her brown hair rippled o'er her brow, but greatest 

charm of all 
Was her modest blue eyes beaming 'neath her 
old plaid shawl. 

1 courteously saluted her! "God save you, miss," 

says 1; 
"God save you kindly, sir," said she, and shyly 

passed me by; 
Oif went my heart along with her, a captive in her 

thrall, 
Imprisoned in the corner of her old plaid shawl. 

Enchanted with her beauty rare, 1 gazed in pure 

delight. 
Till round an angle of the road she vanished firom 

my sight. 
But ever since 1 sighing say, as I that scene recall, 
"The grace of God about you and your old plaid 

shawl." 
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1 *ve heard of highway robbers that with pistols 

and with knives 
Make trembling travellers yield them up their 

money or their lives. 
But think of me that handed out my heart and 

head and all 
To a simple little colleen in an old plaid shawl. 

O graceful the mantillas that the signorinas wear. 
And tasteful are the bonnets of Parisian ladies 

fair, 
But never cloak, or hood, or robe, in palace, 

bower, or hall. 
Clad half such witching beauty as that old plaid 

shawl. 

some men stgh for riches, and some men live 

for fame. 

And some on history's pages hope to win a glor- 
ious name. 

My alms are not ambitious, and my wishes are 
but small — 

You might wrap them all together in an old plaid 
shawl. 

1 'II seek her all through Galway, and 1 'II seek 

her all through Clare, 
1 'II search for tales or tidings of my traveller 

everywhere. 
For peace of mind 1 'II never find until my own 

Icall 
That little Irish colleen in her old plaid shawl. 

Francia A. Faky. 
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YOUNG WOMANHOOD 

Freckled are her cheeks. 

Her heart is pure as snow. 
Freckled are her cheek* 

Through which the roses blow, 
Roses blow of chastest pink and white 
Through the Freckles like the starbeams in 

the night. 

Glossy brown her hair. 

Her hands are tapering. 
Glossy brown her hair, 

Where light is capering. 
Light is capering and bringing out the red, 
Shading into auburn ere the light has fled. 

Eyes of fairy blue, 

But traitors to themselves. 
Eyes of fairy blue. 

But turning into elves. 
Turning Into elves of subtle roguish ^vi. 
Peering in your heart and laughing at your nay. 
Prands Brooks. 



THE CHARMING MONTH OF MAY 

It was the charming month of May, 

When all the flowers were fresh and gay. 

One morning by the break of day. 
The youthful, charming Chloe; 

From peaceful lumber she arose. 

Girt on her mantle and her hose. 
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And o'er the flowery mead she goes, 
The youthful, charming Chloe. 
Lovely was she by the dawn. 

Youthful Chloe, charming Chloe, 
Tripping o'er the pearly lawn^ 
The youthful, charming Chloe* 

The feather'd people you might see, 
Perch'd all around, on every tree. 
In notes of sweetest melody 

They hail the charming Chloe; 
Till, painting gay the eastern skies. 
The glorious sun began to rise, 
Out-rivaird by the n«diant eyes 

Of youthful, charming Chloe. 

Rohtft Burns 



SUMMUM BONUM 

All the breath and the bloom of the year in the 
bag of one bee: 
All the wonder and wealth of the mine in the 
heart of one gem : 
In the core of one pearl all the shade and the 
shine of the sea: 
Breath and bloom, shade and shine, — won- 
der, wealth, and -^ how far above them — 
Truth, that 's brighter than gem. 
Trust, that 's purer than pearl, — 
Brightest truth, purest truth in the universe — 
all were for me 

In the kiss of one girl. 

Robert Browning. 
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DESIRE MUSES 

To braid a crown of daisies 

Meet for your dusky hair; 
To lead you through mountain places 

Suiting your solemn air; 
Hear your laughter, buoyant thunder 
Like the torrent's tunnelling under 
Colored rocks to issue glancing 
In a thousand small jets dancing 
Down a heap of rinsed stones; 
To heap your lap with scented cones. 
Fir cones — would make a giant of joy 
Out of a timid and awkward boyl 

T. Slvrge Moore. 



LITTLE GIRL OF LONG AGO 

Little girl of Long Ago, 

Eyes of blue and hair of tow. 
Cheeks as red as sunset skies, 
Lighting up your laughing eyes, 

How I loved you, did you know? 

Little girl of Long Agol 

1 was shy and modest then, 
You were eight and 1 was ten; 

You were smaller, much, than 1, 

But you towered to the sky. 
You were far above me, far 
As the distant shining star; 

But 1 loved you, even so, 

Little girl of Long Ago. 
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Little girl of Long Ago^ 
We are older, as you know; 

Years have lengthened since we stood 

In the meadow near the wood. 
Where we quarrelled, you and 1 
O'er a trifle^ foolishly. 

And 1 left you sobbing so. 

Little girl of Long Ago. 

Love has brought me home again; 
We are more than eight and ten, 

And my heart longs for you so. 

Little girl of Long Ago I 
Here 's the meadow and the wood, 
Here 's the very spot we stood; 

Ahl What means that blushing brow? 

Little girl of Here and Now! 

Joe Cone, 

APRIL 

April, April, 

Laugh thy girlish laughter; 
Then, the moment after. 
Weep thy girlish tears I 
April, that mine ears 
Like a lover greetest. 
If 1 tell thee, sweetest. 
All my hopes and fears, 
April, Aprrl, 

Laugh thy golden laughter, 
But, the moment after, 
Weep thy golden tears I 

William Waison. 
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DEFIANCE 

Catch her and hold her if you can — 

Seci she defies you with her fan, 

Shuts, opens, and then holds it spread 

In threat' ning guise above your head. 

Ah I why did you not start before 

She reacht the porch and closed the door? 

SinipletonI will you never learn 

That girls and time will not return; 

Of each you should have made the most. 

Once gone, they are forever lost. 

In vain your knuckles knock your brow, 

In vain will you remember how 

Like a slim brook the gamesome maid 

Sparkled, and ran into the shade. 

WuUer Savage Landor. 



POET AND LOVER 

Thou say* St that thou has seen 
One tread this greening way 

Whose mood and mien 

Were like the flush of dav! 
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Thou say' St that thou hast known 
One, lightly footing, pass. 

Sweet as wind-blown 

Eve-perfumes from the grass I 

Breathed she all flowery wiles? 

Aye! aye!" quoth Giles. 
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O most ecstatic glow! 

O wondrous visioningi 
To hear, to know 

The Spirit of the Springl 
What follies thee beguiles? 
"T was Sylvia I" quoth Giles. 

Clinton ScoUard, 



THE VOICE OF A GIRL 

What time 1 sit with my thoughts awhirl. 
Building my books and weaving my rhymes, 

Across the way the voice of a girl 

With a song of joy on my rapt life chimes. 

The voice of a girl 1 Never hour so sad, 
Nor storm so weary, nor skies so gray, 

But the happy heart 'neath the song so glad, 
More than the music, brightens my day. 

The voice of a girl I So the work must wait 
And the mind find rest in this latests verse; 

But ohi that my lines might sing slate 

And that glad girl's heart in its heart rehearse ! 

Oliver Marble. 
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OF 'A THE AIRTS THE WIND CAN BLAW 

Of a' the airts the wind can blaw, 

1 dearly like the west. 
For there the bonnie lassie lives. 

The lassie 1 lo'c beet: 
There wild woods grow, and rivers row. 

And mony a hill between; 
Baith day and night my fancy's flight 

Is ever wi' my Jean. 

I ace her in the dewy flowers, 

1 see her sweet and fair: 
1 hear her in the tunefu* birds, 

1 hear her charm the air: 
There 's no a bonnier flower that springs 

By Fountain, shaw, or green; 
There 's no a bonnier bird that sings, 
But minds me o' my Jean. 

Roheri Burns, 



THE CHEERFUL HEART 

"The world is ever as we take It, 
And life, dear child, is what we make it." 

Thus spoke a grandam, bent with care. 
To little Mabel, flushed and fair. 

But Alabel took no heed that day 
Of what she heard her grandam say. 

Years after, when no more a child. 
Her path in life seemed dark and wild. 



« 



Qtrls and gladness 



Back to her heart the memory came 
Of a quaint utterance of the dame: 

The world, dear child, is as we take it, 
And life, be sure, is what we make it." 
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She cleared her brow, and smiling thought, 
T is even as the good soul taught! 



^^And half my woes thus quickly cured. 
The other half may be endured/' 

No more her heart its shadows wore; 
She grew a little child once more. 

A little child in love and trust. 

She took the world (as we, too, must) 

In happy mood; and lol it grew 
Brighter and brighter to her view. 

She made of life (as we, too, should) 
A joy; and lol all things were good 

And fair to her as in God's sight 
When first he said, "Let there be light." 

AnonymouB. 

FEAR 

1 fear a little girl 1 know; 

Were 1 but younger 1 were bolder; 
Diana I 1 would break thy bow 

In twain across her ivory shoulder. 

Walter Savage Landor. 
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From MAUD 
Queen rose of the rosebud garden of girls, 

Come hither, the dances are done, 
In gloss of satin and slimmer of pearls. 

Queen lily and rose in one; 
Shine out, tittle head, sunning over with curls. 
To the flowers and be their sun. 

Alfred Lord Tennyson. 

A SONG OF THE FOUR SEASONS 
When Spring comes laughing 

By vale and hill. 
By wind-flower walking 

And daffodil,— 
Sing stars of morning, 

Sing morning skies. 
Sing blue of speedwell,-^ 

And my Love's eyes. 

When comes the Summer, 
Full-leaved and strong, 
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Sing flutes of kftrvest 
Where men rejoice; 

Sing rounds of reapers, — 
And my Love's voice. 

But when comes Winter 

With hail and storm» 
And red fire roaring 

And ingle warm, — 
Sing first sad going 

Of friends that part; 
Then sing glad meeting, — 

And my Love's heart. 

Austin Dobson. 



A FAREWELL 

My fairest child, I have no song to give you; 

No lark could pipe in skies so dull and grey; 
Yet, if you will, one quiet hint ] 'II leave you 

For every day. 

1 *ll tell you how to sing a clearer carol 

Than lark who hails the dawn or breezy down ; 
To earn yourself a purer poet's laurel 

Than Shakespeare's crown. 

Be good, sweet maid, and let who can be clever; 

Do lovely things, not dream them ; all day long ; 
And so make Life, and Death, and that For Ever, 

One grand sweet song. 

Charles Kingsley, 
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From "POEMS OF CHILDHOOD" 

My heart leaps up when 1 behold 

A rainbow in the sky; 
So was it when my life began; 
So Is it now 1 am a man; 
So be it when 1 shall arow old, 

Or let me diel 

William Wordsworth. 



THE ANGELS KISS HER 

The angels kiss her while she sleeps, 
And leave their Treshness on her breath: 

Star after star, descending, peeps 
Along her loose hair, dark as death. 

From his low nest the night-wind creeps, 
And o'er her bosom wandereth. 

'T is morning: in their pure embrace 
The airs of dawn their playmate greet: 

Dusk fields expect their wonted grace. 
Those silken touches of swift feet: 

With songs the birds salute her face; 
And Silence doth her voice entrcall 

A^ibrey DeVere. 



FOR THE GIRL I LOVE 

A song for the girl 1 love — 

God love herl 
A song for the eyes that tender shine. 
And the fragrant mouth that melts on mine. 
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The shimmerlnjr tresses uncontroUed 
That clasp her neck with tendrils of gold; 
And the blossom mouth and the dainty chin. 
And the little dimples out and In — ' 

The girl 1 love — 
God love her! 

A song for the girl 1 loved — 

God loved herl 
A song for the eyes of faded lights 
And the cheek whose red rose waned to white. 
And the quiet brow, with Its shadow and gleam. 
And the dark lashes drooped in a long, dark dream. 
And the small hands crossed for their churchyard 

rest. 
And the lilies dead on her sweet dead breast. 

The girl 1 loved — 
Qod loved herl 
Frederick Langbridge. 

TO E. F. 

No doubt thy little bosom beats 
When sounds a wedding bell, 

No doubt it pants to taste the sweets 
That song and stories tell. 

Awhile in shade content to He, 
Prolong life's morning dream. 

While others rise at the first fly 
That glitters on the stream. 

Walter Savage Landor. 
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LILIAN 

Airy, fairy Lilian, 
Fiittine, Tairy Lilian, 
When I ask her if she tove me, 
Clasps her tiny hands above me, 
Laughing all she can. 
She 'II not telt me if she love me, 
Cruel little Lilian. 

When ray passion seeks 

Pleasance in love-sighs. 
She, looking through and through me 
Thoroughly to undo me. 

Smiling, never speaks: 
So innocent-arch, so cunning simple, 
From beneath her gathered wimple 
Glancing with black-beaded eyes. 
Till the lightning laughters dimple 

The baby-roses in her cheeks; 
Then away she flies. 

Prithee weep, May LllianI 
Gayety without eclipse 

Wearieth'me, May Lilian: 
Through my very heart it thrilleth 

When from crimson-threaded lips 
Silver laughter trilleth: 

Prithee weep. May Lilian. 

Pray all 1 can. 
If prayers will not hush thee. 
Airy Lilian. 



QirlsandQladness 



Like a rose-leaf 1 will crush thee, 
Fairy Lilian. 

Alfred Lord Tennyson. 

AN OLD MAN TO A YOUNG GIRL 

1 saw the arrow quit the bow 
To lay thy soaring spirits low. 

And warn'd thee long ere now; 
For this thou shunnest me, for this 
No more the leap to catch the kiss 

Upon thy calm clear brow. 

) pitied thee, well knowing why 

The broken song, the book thrown by. 

And Fido's foot put down. 
Who looks so sorrowing all the while, 
To hear no name, to hope no smile. 

To fear almost a frown. 

Lovers who see thy drooping head 
]n lover's phrase have often said, 

"The lily drives the rose 
In shame away from that sweet face, 
Yet shall she soon regain her place 
And fresher bloom disclose." 

Show them, show one above the rest, 
A lily's petals idly prest 

Are firm as they are pure; 
Those which but once have given way 
Stand up erect no second day. 

No gentlest touch endure. 

Walter Savage Landor. 
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